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ON CAPTAIN COOK

S ORROWING, the Nine bencath yon blafed yew

Shed the bright drops of Pity's holy dew ;

Mute are their tuneful tongues, extin their fires;

Yet nit in filence fleep thcir filver lyres;

To the bleak gale they vibrate fad and flow,

In deep accordance to a Nation's woe.

Ye, who ere while for CooK's illufrious brow

Pluck'd the green laurel, and the oaken bough,

Hung the gay garlands on the trophied oars,

And pour'd his fame along a thoufand fhores,

Strike the flow death-bell !--weave the facred verfe,

And ftrew the cyprefs o'er his honor'd hearfe;

In fad procefflion wander round the fhrine,

And weep him mortai, whom ye fung divine!
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